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‘Get your head out your ass: 


It wasn't the fluorescent lights that were making veins of light flicker in James’ eyes, it was his damn head 
pounding. He leaned back against the cold and painfully fake wooden countertop and tied his arms over his 
chest, holding his half-drained bottle limply in his hand, watching. It was where he felt safe, comfortable; 
anchored against the bar way back in the shadows while he wordlessly watched Lars do his thing. 


He did it well. 
His dry eyes burned as he followed animated Danish movements, his mind a buzz. 


‘Don't be an idiot! 


Lars went back and forth between two groups of people, picking up on their conversations where they left off, 
seamlessly. How was he so quick to jump into that cold water, without holding his breath? You'd think he was 
born at a party, and his first words were "Hi, my name's Lars Ulrich, and yours?" and he breathed 
conversation like air without stopping to inhale. 


Meanwhile James spoke only to his thoughts. 

‘Why would you even think that? 

Lars was everyone's friend. 

Growing tired of watching Lars' dizzying efforts on the floor, James turned his body--realized how long he'd 
been standing still--and relaxed his lean frame over the counter. A languid, savory sip at what was left of the 
bottle, and James started off again, silently berating himself. 

‘He's a fuckin’. .Natural. No wonder--' He turned to glance over his shoulder, then back to the counter. ‘No. He 
doesn't want you right now. They're eating him up. He's used to the attention He doesn't want yours. Why 


would he-..?' 


He turned again, less this time, to eye Lars, who was faced away, chatting with more strangers, and--of 


course, hugging them. Holding onto them. 

For the last time, James turned away, back to the open and attentive amber eye of his drink. Such a casual, 
friendly hug. So close, for someone he barely knew. How did Lars do it? How could he, so effortlessly? Weren't 
strangers daunting, unpredictable, scary? 

‘Only to you. He loves people. So why would you think.. 

A punishing chug of the pungent drink. 

‘you were special? 

His short lived silences were punctuated by some other drunk excitement. 


"What! No way. You met them?" 


Some asshole feeding Lars‘ ego. James intermittently tuned in and out. Stories he himself had heard hundreds 


of times before, no doubt. Or, had he? 

‘Why would you have? There's probably shit he's never told you: 

And under the dim, dingy, dirty bar lights, James continued to stand, squeezing his eyes shut, wondering why it 
mattered to him so much. Why he just had to know all of Lars’ stories--his jokes, even--why it bothered him 
that the socialite so casually dispensed hugs and kisses, and why it even stirred James that he's probably not 


‘special! 


‘Whatever the fuck that means. Fucking idiot: 


He tentatively massaged the bridge of his nose, grasping for a stool as he slowly registered the dull ache in 


his feet. 

His inner monologue trailed on, sometimes skirting near the edge of dangerous thoughts, things he knows he's 
pushed way to the back on purpose. Slowly digging up each discarded page of a diary, but not quite uncrumpling 
them.. just holding them in a fist. Knowing they're there. Knowing what's inside. Outright denying it, and to the 


only person who knows the truth. 


‘You're not special. Why should you care? Because, it matters for some reason? and he answered back, yes. It 


matters. It matters because Lars is the only person to ever stir him like that. 
‘Fuck: 
"Hey," James called to no one in particular, "can | get another beer over here?" 


He swallowed those silly drunk thoughts down with more beer. It was his motto, after all. Having a good time? 
More beer. Feeling down? More beer. Stupid emotions? More beer. 


"Hey. Still drinking?" 


He twitched, his head shooting up back into the light, and he tried to blink the fog out from behind his eyes at 


the sound of Lars' voice. 


"Don't fuckin’... Yeah. Not much else for me to do." Then he threw in: "Since you're over there making friends all 


night." 
‘Why? Why did | say that? 


While he wondered if his voice had sounded as pathetic as he felt, Lars pulled up a stool and sat beside him. 


James must have been wasted, because he imagined a sparkle in Lars‘ eyes as he spoke. 

"Well, the fuck else am | supposed to do, cheap ass? It's free drinks." 

He demostrated by tipping his drink up, something he'd mysteriously acquired despite having no cash. James 
darkly entertained the thought that Lars was only using his social skills to get something out of it. If every 
time he kissed a stranger on the cheek, he was doing it to get his way. The small, split-second glimmer in the 
Dane's eyes could be a hint. 


James wondered how many times he himself had been a victim. 


"You whore yourself out for drinks? Good job." 


"Not whoring. If you got a tool, you use it” 

"What? Whatever." 

Lars turned and flashed his mossy green eyes and a disarming smile. "Hey, James! You look great. Drinks on 
you, eh?" And then he laughed warmly, those venus fly traps he called his eyes just stuck to his friend, 


expectantly, like the whole world was waiting. 


Maybe James wasn't a victim. He wasn't moved, didn't budge. It was so transparent to him, he had to chuckle. 


But innately, he could still see how it could work on a stranger. He put up a stony grimace. 
"What? I've got no money, you're being stingy, so | gotta make a living somehow," Lars debated. 
"You sure ain't makin’ it as a drummer.." 

Lars paused before he elbowed James’ shoulder and got up. 

"Wanna ditch?" 

With no hesitation, James stood, leaving his untouched drink on the counter. 

"Yeah, before you start suckin’ someone's dick" 

"Great. I'll drive." 


Thank goodness for that. James could barely walk himself to the car, and Lars sure wasn't about to carry him. 


They made it out all right, settling into James’ car on the road, the heat turned up just so. 


Another rainy night in Southern California had people flocking to the bars, looking for something to do. God 
knew where Dave was at this hour, and Cliff was probably just at home. Besides that lot, no other friends 


worth mentioning. 


Lars cast a glance to his companion, who sat very lazily back in his seat, staring out the window. Or sleeping. 


Light turning green, Lars gripped the wheel and flexed his fingers, reaching for words to speak. 


He never said it out loud, but quiet nights out, just driving with James, only the two of them--Lars liked 
spending his time like that. Especially knowing that it was cold and wet outside, but they were safely sealed 
away inside the car, like that night. He could really just sit for hours in the passenger seat as James drove 
them around to nowhere in particular, with gas to burn. James claimed to be taking the scenic route to some 
unimportant and last minute destination, but Lars knew; nothing scenic about those grey buildings and people. He 
wondered if James maybe just enjoyed the ride. 


Lars blinked slowly. Lights are brighter when you've been drinking. 


When they got closer to strips and streetlights, Lars could see James in his window's reflection, eyes closed 


He decided he'd try anyway. 
"James? You.. think I'm a good drummer, right?" 


A long stretch of silence. He figured James was probably asleep, and he'd just push down the insecurity. As 


always. 
| didn't mean that. When | said it," James replied quietly. 


It had been so long since Lars asked that he almost forgot the question It caught up to him, though, and he 
smiled, just a little bit. 


"Thanks." 


With that, Lars resolved to keep his mouth shut. He'd somehow gotten away with kind words from drunk 
James, and he wasn't about to push it. 


The rain started in harder as they got closer to home. The windshield wipers sang their simple song, and the 
tires hummed underneath them. Every now and again, Lars would glance over at James' reflection; to make 


sure he was still there? He wasn't sure why. He just looked so peaceful. 


A drone of silence filled the air between them, but it was warm, comfortable, and it was okay. James was the 
first to break it, for once. 


"You like people, huh." 

His low voice was such a surprise to Lars, he turned to look. 

"What? Um, well, yeah." 

A hum. James said, "I don't understand it" 

Lars pondered his words for a moment, and asked, "what don't you get?" 
James shrugged. 

"They can be so fucked up, but you just love ‘em right away." 


This time, without pausing, Lars said "I don't LOVE them." He turned to look at James, whose eyes stayed shut. 


"They're just people. Some are bad, but you can always get something out of even the bad ones." 


Finally, James opened his eyes and turned to look at Lars. He studied his expression, and Lars turned also to 


meet his eyes. 
"So, you do just use them?" 
Lars' mouth fluctuated open and closed to try and coax words out. 


"Not use them, just.. You know, you work the scene, get connections, they help you out an’ shit. | know a lot of 
people but | don't love ‘em." 


"So, are you using me, too?" 


There was a long, long silence as Lars tried to process words, and as James silently chastized himself. It was 


odd to see Lars struggle with something to say. 
"James, what..2" 


He shrugged and let the alcohol feed him words. "I mean. | wouldn't even know | was being used. | don't trust 


people like you do. And when I do." 
"James, you're my fucking friend, that's different." 
"| don't know. It's just like everyone else's your friend, too." 


By then, Lars had pulled into their driveway, but hadn't announced it to James yet, whose eyes were shut 
again. He dropped his voice a little. Slowed it down. 


"You're the first guy | called when | got a spot on a record" He squeezed his fingers between each other. 
Pulled on them. "You don't think | knew other guitarists?" Clicked his nails against one another. "I thought you 
were--interesting. Someone I'd want to be friends with." 

The engine purred as Lars thought. 


"We were into the same kinda music. Really determined to start something huge. | figured.” 


A few seconds passed and Lars gave up on trying to explain himself. He turned the car off and opened his 
door. James stirred and looked at him. 


"Figured what?" 
Lars shrugged lazily. 


"| don't know. | figured you'd get where | was coming from." 


He stopped there, feet dangling over the ground outside, halfway out the car. 


I'm not using you. „How do | prove we're friends, anyway?" He got out of the car, but before he closed his 
door, he turned to James and said, "Dick" 


The door shut and James could hear a faint jingle of his keys and erratic footsteps in the dark outside. He 
closed his eyes again and sat thinking, not quite steady enough to move yet. 


His head buzzed again, screaming static in his ears, in thick silence. Empty silence. No one to talk to, and no one 
to hear him. 


"It's just," he said out loud The words hung there. He kept his eyes closed, fighting off the nausea and the 
spinning and the bad aftertaste of emotions. The rain stopped long ago. Nothing but the rushing of profound 
quiet. 


"You're my only friend" 
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Slow minutes passed after Lars had gone inside and set his keys down. James hadn't followed him in, and he sat 


there on the crummy old sofa and lingered around, looking to see if James was coming in 


The door, though slightly ajar, remained still. No noise from outisde. Lars sat sunken on the dingy cushion, 
watching the door, watching the time. 


(42. 

[:50. 

2:08, 

Almost half an hour now. Should probably check on him. 

A pang of clammy uneasiness washed over Lars as he trudged out to the car. True to his nature, he started 
jumping to the worst conclusions and he knew he'd be to blame for all of them if anything had happened to the 
unsupervised James. 

The steel knot in his belly loosened as he reached the car and looked in. James was still breathing, slowly. The 
drunkard had passed out there. After a long, contemplative gaze, Lars opened the door. He'd rather have 
James somewhere he could see him. 

"James," he whispered. Whispering wasn't gonna work, as he was out cold. "James." He shook him. 

His friend stirred, groggily opening his out-of-focus eyes and blinking a few times. 


"You fell asleep in the car. Come inside." 


After a minute's thought, James decided the upright, stiff seat was too comfortable to leave and mumbled his 


protest. Lars sighed, and tugged uselessly on James’ arm. He might need convincing. 
"Come on, fucker. Dave's still out. I'll make you something to eat." 

At least, at that, James opened his eyes. He remained in the seat. 

"Seriously. | don't want you drunk and by yourself. Come on" 

James closed his eyes again, sighing. 


"Don't wanna move." 


Lars sighed back, gently flattening out the unruly collar on James’ shirt, then letting his arm fall to his side. 
| know. Come on. You'll be glad you did” 


Again, James groaned, but this time, he leaned forward and rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands. "You'll 


really make something?" 
Lars laughed quietly. Said, yes, James. 
That was enough incentive to get James moving, who slowly swung his long legs out the door. Lars stood aside 


and watched, his eyes tracing up calves and thighs and wow, he must be hammered, because those were some 


rice legs. 


"| want steak." 

"Give me money to buy some then" 

"Or, 12 sandwiches." 

Lars poked his head through the opening of the small kitchen to laugh. 

"122l" 

"All turkey." 

Lars laughed again from the kitchen. 

"Sorry. Pasta it is." 

James didn't complain, to his surprise. Lars took that as approval and set out to bring ingredients to the 
counter. He didn't really know how to cook very elaborate meals, but whenever he did offer to cook a meal 
specially for James, James never refused, even though he could probably cook something better. Dave could, 
even. Come to think of it, Lars was not a very good cook. Good thing James just ate indiscriminately. 

But speaking of Dave, it was 3 in the morning and the insufferable redhead was still nowhere to be seen He 
was usually out all night anyway, but Lars couldn't help but wonder why he didn't worry his mind as much. 
Maybe because Dave was a hardass with sketchy habits and James was just a lonely soul with stupid habits 


and-- 


Lars glanced up and saw James standing there, leaning against the frame, watching him. How long had he been 


there? 


Lars pretended he wasn't a little weirded out when he asked, "wanna help?" But James just stood there and 
slowly shook his head no, keeping his eyes on Lars. 


He didnt know what that look was. He turned back to his tomato sauce and garlic cloves and acted like he 
wasn't the slightest bit unnerved. And curious. He crushed the garlic under the knife and, in the corner of his 
eye, watched James come closer. 

It caused him to look up, and, when his eyes met James’, James spoke. 

"| believe you. 

The knife stopped 

"Huh?" was all Lars could manage. 

James stared at his feet now. ‘I know you're my friend. Is just that, its so easy to doubt shit like that" 
James was so drunk, he was talking about his feelings. 


Lars went back to the garlic he was done crushing five minutes ago. 


"Why wouldn't you believe it?" he asked as casually as he could manage, despite the need to assure and 


reassure James of his affection for him bubbling up inside him. 


James seemed to pause and think before he answered. Or maybe he was trying not to throw up all over 


himself. Silence spilled into the space between them. 

"| don't like garlic." 

Lars chuckled. 

"Now you tell me?" he said as he pushed the pile into his upturned palm and carried it to the trash. Shaking 
his fingers free of the white bits, he turned back to find James walking towards him. He stopped, and once he 
reached Lars, James wrapped his arms around him and pulled him into his chest. Lars froze, surprised by the 
sudden body heat and warmth. James was like a fucking wall, solid and strong. Lars grinned to himself. 

"You're buying me more garlic," he mumbled into James’ shoulder as he returned the gesture. 


"Sorry" 


"IFs okay. | was only joking. It's not that exp-" 


"Sorry for doubting you." 


Lars sighed, then resumed smiling. He was really pushing it with all this nice-talk with James, so he simply 
replied, thanks. 


The seconds crept by and they slowly passed the threshold of a casual, friendly hug. Guess this one means 
something, Lars thought hazily, as James gripped his shoulders tightly. James was fond of long hugs, he'd 
found, but rarely indulged in them. He didn't think too much of it, when James started rocking him slowly, side 
to side. 


Lars smiled serenely to himself, participating in the gesture. He would always take what he could get. He turned 
to push his face under James’ chin. James responded by kissing his head, close to his ear. 


Lars froze. Whoa, he's never done that before. His feet stilled and he looked up at James, who had to pull his 
head away from Lars’ to look back. 


His face was blank, or maybe just slack from tiredness and drunkenness. He blinked once at Lars and raised his 


eyebrows, as if to ask, what? 
Lars answered, "you kissed me." 


James looked at him for a few seconds, then placed a hand on the back of the drummer's head and pulled him 
into his chest, effectively shutting him up. 


tts possible,‘ James laughed to himself. 


He ran his hand down the backside of that silky brunette hair, then back up underneath, slowly massaging the 


nape of Lars’ neck. 


It sent a sharp tingle up his spine, ending at his lips, and he squeezed his eyes shut. How could he tell James 


that that was his weak spot? 


His knees almost buckled and he leaned his weight into James, trying his absolute hardest to stifle an 
embarrassing moan. But those strong fingers, right at the base of his skull, working that tender skin.. 


"Ah. Yeah" 


His eyes snapped open and he cursed himself, awaiting a hard shove and an insult. Instead, he felt a rumbling 


chuckle in James broad chest. 


"Maybe | should, uh." James began, but trailed off into another chuckle. "stop." 


But his tone. He made "stop" into a question, almost; giving Lars the power to say yes or no. And something 
inside Lars said, stop. Stop before you stumble into some unknown territory. But something even deeper begged 
for touch. 

"M-mm," Lars half moaned, shaking his head no. "I could use a massage." 


James stopped Lars did, too. Too much? Too soon? 


James pulled away and Lars expected a disgusted grimace, but when he looked up, he was met with 


amusement. 


"All right," he said plainly. Lars' stomach almost dropped into his feet. James had just agreed to massage him. 
And it didn't even seem like he was joking. 


Lars continued to stare, and James flicked his chin at the staircase, gesturing for Lars to follow. He did, blindly, 
his eyes on James the whole time, trying his hardest to read James. Still impossible. 


He could feel his heartbeat in his throat as he watched James' back, climbing up the stairs, pasta forgotten. 
He could make out the subtlety of thick chords of muscle moving beneath a form-fitting white t-shirt. He bit 
his lip and forced his gaze to the next stair below. But those muscles still moved in his vision like ghosts, 
dancing. 


They reached Lars' bedroom door, and he cleared his throat. 


"l, uh," he began, but started floundering when James turned his unreadable eyes towards him. Fucking clear as 


spring water. 

Hm?" 

Lars shrugged. 

| was serious about needing a massage." Maybe aching in a different way than James interpreted. 
"So was |." And he opened the door. 

Lars nodded slowly, as if trying to process things, then stepped inside. 


He sunk down on the edge of the bed, and looked up at James, who stood before him, looking down at him, still 
unreadably blank. 


"Well, get comfortable," he said, as if it were common sense. It kind of was, for a massage. 


He laid down in the middle of the bed on his stomach, completely uncomfortable with James giving him those 


eyes. What was that fucking look? 


His mind was racing. He felt ridiculous. ‘Its just a massage, he reminded himself, feeling foolish for thinking any 
differently. This was James, for god's sake. The Mighty Hetfield.. mighty straight. A kiss is just a friendly kiss, 


and he was probably only looking to apologize for being a dick by offering a massage, nothing more. 


Lars looked up when James hadn't done or said anything in the last minute he'd been laying there like a stone. 


He was met with a smirk. 
"Am | massaging you or your fuckin’ t-shirt?" 


Lars contemplated that for a minute, then felt heat rise to his cheeks. Fortunately, it was dark. But James was 


telling him to take his shirt off. 


Lars was comfortable being shirtless around everyone and anyone. More comfortable than normal, apparently. 
But it made his skin burn up at the thought, in this context. With James standing over him as he lie in bed, 
the room dark and the curtains closed. It all screamed "sex" to him, didn't it to James? He wasn't that 


sheltered, was he? 


But he did as told and slowly peeled his shirt off of his torso. He dare not look at James, for fear that he was 
staring, not just watching, but savoring. That, he felt, would just be too much. 


When the shirt was off and discarded, he placed his chin over folded forearms, and waited. He felt the bed dip 


and settle beside him. In his peripheral vision, saw James’ knees also folded up on the bed. 
He swallowed a thick lump down and waited. There was a minute or two of stillness. 


James’ hands were warmer than he'd remembered them being when he felt fingertips settle on his left 


shoulder. They squeezed slowly, unsure. Lars focused his attention there. Were they.. trembling? 


The fingertips slid down his shoulder blade and sank into the flesh behind his ribcage. Slid back up to his 
shoulder, squeezed again. The other hand joined in, squeezing at the right shoulder. Slow and firm, in unison. 


Lars' eyelids fluttered shut. He sighed languidly. 


James splayed his hands out over Lars' biceps and shoulder blades, rubbing small circles there, up and down. 
He curled his fingers just a little bit to skip down Lars' back, to where spine became hip. The movements were 
slow, muted. Almost torturous. Lars sighed sharply through his nose and rested his forehead against his arms. 
James slid his hands up his back, then back down again. Only, this time, the hands stopped to venture to his 
hipbones. He squeezed each side amply between his fingers, rubbing firmly with his thumbs, making Lars lift up 
to meet them. James didn't stay long, and returned to his shoulders. Lars would be disappointed, if those hands 
on his shoulders didn't feel so damn good 


Those hands slid down his arm, slowly, until they were rubbing slow circles over his wrists. He'd get his arms 


rubbed down by a random physician before shows, but suddenly it all changed when that person was your 
close friend, and it wasn't a job, it was a display of closeness, or an apology, or whatever it was. Something 


about James’ skin on his own felt so amazing, and despite his trying, Lars felt himself becoming aroused. 
He shimmied his hips on the bed to adjust, hoping James wouldn't notice. 


The hands disappeared for a second. He felt the bed dip even more, and felt a faint heat on his back. Before he 
could question it, he felt a hand returning to the top of his spine, sinking into his hair again and finding its way 
to Lars’ nape. 


Lars groaned quietly and turned his head to the side, letting the hand get as much room as possible. It was 
gentle, as there were many sensitive tendons and nerves there, but strong and firm. Lars felt the fingertips 
bury themselves into his skin and move his head around a little. They guided his head to the side, while 
another hand brushed hair away from his ear. Before he could try to remember his own name, he felt warm 


lips against the shell of his ear, and heard James whisper, "feel good?" 
Lars sighed abruptly at the sudden shock up his spine, and nodded against James’ lips. 
"Good." 


The bed shifted again and Lars felt weight on his lower back. Heat, so much heat. He looked to see James’ legs 
on either side of him. His cock twitched 


Fuck 


The hands returned to his shoulders, working that tender skin, down to his sides, his hips, back up, one hand in 
his hair and on his neck. Lars pushed his face into the bed and bit his lip to silence the moans. The fingers ran 
up over his scalp, into his hair again, and closed around a thick tuft of hair, which was used as leverage to 
push Lars’ head further into the bed. Immediately, he felt lips on his exposed neck, and lost control of a deep 


moan. 
The lips warmed the back of his neck, then moved to the side, smacking softly. They continued to work their 
way up to his jaw, his cheekbone, his earlobe. Lars could only let his mouth hang open like a fool as he pushed 


out deep sighs and groans. 


The lips on his earlobes moved to the shell of his ear. He felt teeth bite down softly, then release, replaced by 


a low, almost growling voice. 
"l'm turned on right now." 
Lars would have laughed if he had any air in his lungs. 


"Fu-uck. Me, too." 


James bit down again, before saying, "I guess | should stop." 

Lars opened his eyes a little too quickly. He felt a whine in his throat before he could stop it. 

"Why..2" 

James was quiet for a minute. He sat up. 

‘tim not." 

He trailed off. Lars sighed. Despite anything he was about to say, James pushed himself off and settled beside 
Lars. He turned his head to look at the Dane. Gazed at him for a while. Grabbed the blanket, uttering 
"goodnight," and turned away on his side. 


Lars was left reeling. James was gonna shake up his entire world and then just set him back down like that? 


He let the tingle of James’ touches buzz on his skin and drifted off to sleep, pretending his hands were still 
ghosting on him. Maybe sleep could bring some kind of satisfaction 


